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| SAILOR' 8 DELIGHT : 


A choice Collection of cheerful and humourous 


8 0 N -G 8, 
That are Sung by the 


RAE TARS OF OLD ENGLAND, | 
AND OTHER MERRY COMPANIONS, 


| who, over a Can of Flip, are diſpoſed for Mirth and 
Good Humour ; 7 


Being the moſt laughable and droll Collection ever 
{ publiſhed; including, among other diverting 
ea the Sailor's Deſcription of a Hunting. 


— 
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A true E Sailors the Fair One's Delight, 
This Book is for Mirth both by Day and by Night. 


4 
4 * 


THE FIFTH EDITION, 


LONDON: 


PRINTED FOR w. LANE, LEADENHALL8TREET. 
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Jjovial SONGSTER; 


OR, 
SAILOR's DELIGHT, 
— — 
$0 N s. 
| THE DEATH OF POOR Aer. 


Sung by Mr. Moulds, 


And ever gave mirth its full due: 
ho ſadneſs deſpis'd nor to grieve was ſo ſoft, 
Which made him the life of the crew : 
aving weather'd the tempeſt of ocean and ate, 
Diſdaining all hardſhips and fear, 


Jo be laid up in pleaſure s ſnug tier: 

With a good ſtore of ſhiners his cheſt was ſupply d, 
Says he, now I'm on the right tack; 
For that cherub on whom I've ſo often rely'd, 


Has home, ſafe and . n page Jack. 


YOOR Jack, whoſe gay heart kept his ſpirits aloft, 


aſten home to his Poll, with his true a mate 


0 


As ent. ů p — — — 


— — Q 


8 


| He troll'd the blithe ſtave, drank a health to his King, 


When a ſeamarra ſignal from beauty did bring, 


Ftir ſhe's the ſweet cherub that reigns in the heart 


Blue lightning flaſſid round him; the kind victim en, 


x 40 
To his heart Pell be preſt, the glad moment wapfia'd Þ 


When tow'rds church hè would take her in tow; 
And there the good chaplain ſhould. ſoon name the 
DEE, * 
That ſhould ſplice them together, you know: 
To his meſſmates, elated, he mentioned the morn, 
And forecaſtle jokes went around: 


But ſung, at the helm, he'd all dangers defy, 


Laugh at thoſe who'd his comforts attack, 


And the ſweet little chexub aloft would eſpy 


Waving enſigns of joy o'er poor Jack. 


That night, which was nam'd by her ſailor the laſt, | 


Poll ſhould ſleep in her hammock alone, 1 
He reſolv'd with his ſhipmates in glee ſhould be paſt,, [ 
And mirth in his countenance ſhone: - yet, 


W 
Good liquor had cheriſh'd his ſoul, 4 
Which call'd him away to his Poll: 


Avaſt, friend, adieu for a moment we part, 
Poll commands me, about I muſt tack ; 


Of your friend and companion, {oor Jack. 


But ſearee from the Cabin of friendſhip he flewy | 
'Ere the ſky form d a picture fo dread;; _ 
The rain beat aloud; and the winds fiereely blew; 

And thunder rolrd over his head: 
For his meſſmates at ſex how his boſom did ſwell; 
He figh'd more than · once for their fate; 


His ſoul fed to desth's calm retreat: | | 4 
Tho 


LS 3 
\1 AThe cherub, who ever to virtue is dear, 
: 9 Bore it hence through a clear lucid track, 


f 4 et gaz d on his duſt and dropt a ſalt tear, 
To deprive his ſweet Poll of poor Jack. 


< 


s ON s. 


LOVELY so. 


dung by Mr. Duffy. 


W | 
HE main with darkneſs mantled-ofcr, 
ſt, The howling tempeſts blew ; 


et, dread of ſecing thee no more, 
„Was all the fear I knew: | 
FTho' out of fight ne'er out of mind, 
Thy ſailor always true, | 

Regarded more than waves or wind, 
The ks of lovely Sue. 


30 


a But when we met as ey th 
And bullets round us flew, 

Wich double ſtrength I gave each blow, 
BY To merit thee, my Sue: 

Tho out of fight, ne'er out of mind, 
My heart ſtill fonder grew, 


| In fancy's glaſs, to lovers kind, 
I'gaz'd on thee, my Sue. 


B 3 5 SONG. 
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$ ON G. 


THE BRITISH TAR, 


Sung by Mr, Arrowſmith. 


ONS of ocean, fam'd in tory, 
Won't to wear the laurel brow ; 

Liſten to your riſing glory, 

Growing honors wait you now: 
Think not ſervile adulation 

Meanly marks my grateful ſong ; 
All the praiſes of the nation | 

Giv'n to you, to you belong: 4 
And rival kingdoms ſend from far, 
Their plaulits to the Britiſh Tar. 


*Tis not now your valiant daring, 


Courage you've for ages ſhewn; = a" 
*Tis not now your mild forbearing, "Sy bm. 
Pity ever was your own: | I 4 
"Tis your Prince, ſo lov'd, fo pleaſing, | F 
"_ your. fame thro' diſtant lands, 1 9 * 
And the trident nobly ſeizing, ” ne 
Graſps it in his youthful hands; | 4 * 


Proud to boaſt in peace or war, 
The virtues of the Britiſh Tar. 
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8 9 Vhen the times were big with danger, 
See your Royal ſhipmate go, 
\nd, to every feara ſtranger, 
Brave the fury of the foe : 

Then, when ſmiling peace rejoices, 
Greets him with a ſailor's acts; = 5 i} 

| 

| 
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Cheer his preſence with your voices, 
Pay his ſervice with your hearts: 
And he, henceforth, your leading ſtar, 
The gallant Royal Britiſh Tar. 


S O N G. 
EDWARD AND KITTY. | | ſ 


ED oft' had brav'd the field of battle, | | 
Had oft' endur'd the hardeſt woe; Ft 
Had been where deep mouth'd cannons rattle, 
$ And oft' been captur'd by the foe: LE, 
His heart was kind, to fear a ſtranger, ; | 
The name of Briton was his pride; * 
He nobly ſcorn'd to ſhrink from danger, i} 


And on a bed of honor dy'd: . 

For, ſays Ned, whate' er befals, ot 
A Briton ſcorns to flinch or whine ; . 121 
He'll cheerſul go where duty calls, a | . Yo 


And brave all ills but ne er repine. 


; | Ned 
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Ned lov'd ſincere his charming Kitty, 
She ſaw with tears her ſoldier go; 
She pray'd kind heav'n to lend her pity, 
And ſhield her Edward from the foe: 
My love, he cried, thy grief give over, 

Thoſe tears diſgrace a ſoldier's bride; 
But hapleſs Kitty loſt her lover, 

Who on a bed of — died. 


For, fays Nod, tea. 


s OM 6. 
SHE is MISTAKEN» 
Sung by Mrs. Addiſon, 


- ORD, what a fuſs my mother made, 

: When Colin came this way, 

* Becauſe he caught me in his arms, 

| And kiſs d me t'other day; 


She ſcolded me both day and night, 
1 And was in ſuch a taking; FOO | | 
But if ſhe thinks I'll not have him, | | Yan 
I'm ſure ſhe is miſtaken | 1 
ö I told her cu e 


And meant not te deceive me: 
And ſaid, that from my preſent need 
He quickly would. relieve me: 
But mother ſaid he was a wag, 
g Who'd ſet my heart a aching ; 
( And. if I thought he'd marry me, 
3 IIurely was miſtaken, 


* 


nee 


. = 


E-9-) 


I knew 'twas falſe, but thought 'twas beſt 
7 Tofeign that I beliey'd her, 

And ſo, by playing cunningly, 

. Compleatly have deceiv'd her: 

And we've agreed to-morrow morn, 
Before ſhe thinks of waking, _ 

Fo tie the knot that ſoon will ſhew 
How much ſhe is miſtaken. 


— 
s o N 6. 

THE BOWL. 
Sang at Vauxhall. 


ET Philoſophers prate about reaſon and rules, 
And preach about maxims defign'd but for fools, 


From a briſk ſparkling bowl brighter ſentiments flow, 


And I find myfelf wiſer the deeper I go: 
We can teach them to live, and by 3 explain, 
What in theory only they never could gain: 
Draw the cloud from their eyes that o erſhadows their 


ſoul, 


F And enlighted tbeir heads with a ſup from my bowl. 


May the pedant be loſt i in his phantom purſuit, . 
While I revel in wine and with bumpers recruit ; 
Since the wiſeſt can never perfection attain, 
Why ſhould life proffer ſweets and enjoyments in vain: 
Let not man then his time in ſuch foppery waſtẽ, 
Or refuſe mingled ſweets with the bitter to taſte; 
But thus let him waft to Nyſium his ſoul 

9 1 an oc ean of liquor, his * my bowl. 
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Relax'd from the cares of the world let me live, 1 ro 
Gainſt the rude ſtream of life that I never may ſtrive . 4 
With a friend to partake, and a girl to adore, 1 {He 
Oh what mortal more happy, what man could wiſh} | 
more? | } 


Dull mechanical mortals here look and repine, | 
That their hearts can ne'er glow with ſuch feelings | 
mine; 

But ſuch feelings, ſuch j joys, receive birth in my ſou} 
When thus mellow'd, thus rear'd, and relin'd 1 in m 
bowl. | 


s O N G. 
THE BANKS or rens. 
Sung by Miſs Leary. 


sT when the blooming fragrant ſpring, 
| Jug Proclaim'd the near approach of May; 
When in the grove the blackbirds ſing, | 
 _ Their cheerful notes on ev'ry ſpray : 
' Young Sandy ſought the rural green, 
Ihe ruſtic dance, the rural reed: 
And Jenny's charms firſt caught his een, 
Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 


She was ſae fair ſae blithe a . 
© She danc'd and 'moy'd like any queen; 
Her ſmiles would May-day morn ſurpaſs, 
And ITY loye was in her een: 2 mY 
4 * 
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From roſy morn to night he'd rove, 


ſtrive 


# 


| wiſk 
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; The god of love was Sandy's friend, 
And look'd wi' gentle pity down, 


A pointed dart did quickly ſend, 


And made the bonny laſs his own: 
More fair and dear ſince marriage vow, 
To her and love he tunes his reed; 
In ſweet delights they revel now, 

Upon the verdant banks of Tweed, 


| 155 | MAKE AN END ON'T, 
Sung by Miſs Mine. 


TOT long beſore the cloſe of day, 
When weary Sol was waining, 
| Reclin'd upon a flow'ry brae 


d. 


And to ſaſt ſtrains he tun'd his reed, 
He ſung of bonny Jane and love, 


Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 


— 


Young Sandy ſat complaining: 
Oh what a gowk was I to love, 
Sa mickle time to ſpend on't; 


vince Meg will neither kinder prove, 
Nor frankly make an end ont. 
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Since Meg began to ſcowl and ſfyte, 
And torture me with ſcorning; 
T joyleſs gang to bed at night, 
And riſe with grief at morning: 1 
But let her flout and ſlight my love, TY 
For troth ſhe may depend on't, x 
If ſhe's unkind I'll ſcornful prove, 
And ſo will make an end on't. 


Nor ſcarce had Sandy utter' d this, 
Ere Meg appear'd, whoſe. beauty 


Fourtray d the ſcenes of future bliſs, 


And brought him to his duty: 
Oh take my heart, dear Meg, ſaid he, 
Indeed you may depend on't, 
'Then led her to the kirk with glee, 
And there they made an end on't 


* 


s OM 6. 
3 UEART IS DEYOTED DEAR MARY To rurr. 
Sung by Mr. Darley. = | 
HO' the muſes ne'er ſmile by the light of the ſun, f 
Yet they viſit my cot when my labour is done; 


And while on my pillow of ftraw I recline, 
A wreath of ſweet flow'rets they ſportively twine: 


aA 3 


But in vain the fair damſels weave chaplets for me, 


For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee. 


Fuld | 


Full oft 1 reflect on-wy indigent ſtate, 


Fay: 


But reflection and reaſon are ever too late: 
They tell me I ſigh for too beauteous a fair, 
And fill my ſad wiſhes with doubts and deſpair, 
Then hope, kindly ſmiling, averts the decree, 


For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee. 


When the ſhrill pipe and tabor proclaim the light 
dance, 1 | 5 | 
With tranſports I ſee my dear Mary advance; 
Then ſuch grace ſhe diſplays while ſhe trips mid the 
throng, - 5 7 | 
That each ſhepherd with raptures to her tunes his ſong, 
But by none ſhe's belov'd with ſuch truth as by me, 


For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee. 


4 


6 0 N 6. 


BLUE EY'D BET. 


| Sung by Mr. Munden. 
HEN I return with courage bold, 
Lord! how the volks will ſtare! 
And all my pockets lin'd with gold, 

For blue-ey'd Bet ſo fair: | 


III doff my frock for jacket blue, 


And trowſers all ſo white ; 
And Bet ſhall own my love is true, 
When tis for her I fight. 


--- 5 No 


1 3 
Nom more the girls ſhall jeer me Jo, Lp... 8 
And call me ſheepiſh lout; _ 
When tight as any I ſhall go, 6 
And wear a heart as ſtout, 


* 


- -* - — 


ul doff my frock, &c. 


s 0 N 8. 
ABSENCE, 
_ by Miſs Broadhn. 


ATURE always i is . 
Summer fair or Winter drear; 

Nought to aid her charms is wanting, 
When my ſoul's delight is near; 

Spring's fair hope and Autumn's treaſur:: 
In their turas enrapture me ; 


Neither can afford me pleaſure, 


Abſent, deareſt youth, from thee, 


Charms I view in ev'ry flower, 
Muſic hear in ev'ry grove; - 
Pleas'd with ſun-ſhine or with ſhower, 
When I can behold my love: 
Flow'rs without thee round me cluſter, 
Muſic ſooths the grove in vain; 
Yon bleſt ſun-beams loſe their luſtre, 
Pleaſure's ſelf is chang'd to pain. 


S O N G. 


THE FAREWEL, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


% 


AREWEL, my love, the anchor's weigh'd, 


I can no longer ſtay; 
But who ſhall guard my deareſt maid, 
When I am far away? 
When cold and dark the angry main 
Shall rock the crew to ſleep; 
And 1 the lonely ſtation gain, 
The midnight watch to keep. 


Thy beauteous form in that drear hour, 
Shall ſoften my diſtreſs; _ 

And memory's all ſoothing pow'r 
Shall make the hardſhip leſs: 

Then diy thy tears, tis all in vain, 
Do not thy health deſtroy ; 

Nor weep 'till when we meet again, 


Thy tears ſhall How for joy. 
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S O N G. 
WHILE HIGH THE.SOAMING SURGES RISE. 
_ Sung at Vaurhall, EO p 


WII. lich the foaming ſurges riſe, 
And pointed rocks appear, | 
Loud thunders rattle in the ſkies, 
Yet ſailors muſt not fear: 
In ſtorms, in wind, 
Their duty mind; 
Aloft, below, 
They cheerful go; 
Jo reef or ſteer, as tis deſign'd, 
No fears or 3 fill the mind, 


| The fignal for as line is made, | | : 
The haughty foe's in light ; OS | | 
The bloody * aloft diſplay d, / | | 
And fierce the dreadful fight: \ 
Each minds his gun, ' 
No dangers ſhun, : X = 
* Aloft below 
They cheerful go ; 
Though thunders roar, yet ſtill we find 3 
No fear alarms the fajlor' : mind. 3 


4 „ 
—— 
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| The ſtorm is huſh'd, the battle o'er, 
1 The ſky is clear again 

we toſs the can to thoſe on ſhore, 
4 While we are on the main: | x 
4 To Pol and Sue,; . e 
Sincere and true, e 

The grog goes round, 
With pleaſure crown'd ; 


In war or peace alike you'll find, 
That honor fills a ſailor's mind. 


DIE AN oro MAID. . | 
Sung at Vauxhall. . 


HEN I liv'd with my; grannam on yon little 
green, 
As good an old woman as ever was ſeen, 
She oft' read me lectures of prudence and care, 
And bade me of all things of men to beware: 
Said ſhe, they will flatter, and lie, and deceive, 
And you're loſt, my dear Roſe, if you dare to believe; 
l thought it was ſtrange, and indeed was afraid 
It would be my hard fortune to die an old maid. 


I met with young Colin one night in the grove, 
He talk'd of the joys and the pleaſures of love; 
But my grandmother's lectures ſo ran in my bead, 
I cou'd not attend to a word that he ſaid: 
Thought 
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Thought I, what à fuſs all the old women make, 1 
I think in my heart they muſt make a miſtake; > MM 
For if ev'ry young girl of the men were afraid, ,. 


Why, my grannam herſelf might have been an old 


maid. 


The next time young Colin his courtſhip renew'd, 


I candidly own'd that my heart was ſubdu'd ; 
He ſwore that he lov'd me as dear as his life, 
And if I'd conſent he'd make me his wife: 
Then begg d, the next morn I'd his wiſhes fulfil, 
Says I, een let grandmother ſcold as ſhe will, 
Of ſo gentle a ſwain I ſhall ne'er be afraid, 
And its better to marry than die an old maid. 


$ O N . 
THE ROSE WITH SWEET FRAGRANCE DELIGHTS. 
Sung at Vauxhall, 
HE roſe with ſweet fragrance delights, : 
1 And ſweet is the eglantine breeze 
But in Colin all ſweetneſs unites, 
For Colin for ever could pleaſe; 


Yet now in each wood and fad grove 
I mourn that my joys are no more; 


The ſhepherd is falſe, yet I love, 


He's fickle, yet {till I adore, 


How 


CODE? F 
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| When he hears my ſad knell o'er the lawn, 


9}. 
How ſoft was each note when he ſung, 
His accents how tender and ſweet ! 
And honey ſure dropt from his tongue, 


When my praiſes the ſwain would repeat. 
| | | But now, &c3 


Perhaps he may ſhed a fond tear; 

Perhaps he may ſigh all forlorn, 

For Phillis that lov'd him ſo dear. | E 
0” Let now, &e. 


8 O N s. 
Sung by Mr. Banni ber. 


WELVE years ago I went to woo 

The comfort of my life, my Sue ; 
I then was twenty-eight, and you, 
My pretty chick—were forty-two : 
| | Forty-two, 
| Forty-two, 

My pretty chick—were forty-two. 


Runs time as glibly as of yore, 

You muſt be verging on threeſcore ; 

But women now grow old no more, 

And Suſan blooms at fifty-four : 3 
And Suſan blooms at thirty- ſour, fifty- four, 
And Suſan blooms at thirty- four. | 
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TAIBUTARY STANZAS 10 MOMUM 


pit. Alas 2. * 2 


RENT of ia: and ids 
Unus'd to tern and ferious feature, 


Accept this tributary fee, | 
From — a lau * . creature. 


— 
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Tho- foute thy rites may ſtamp with ſin, 
With folly, ignorance, or treaſon ; 
From th' horſe-laugh toth' modeſt grin, 
They're innocent at ev ry N 


9 


TIN. 
- 
Ac 


Te who with on g dejected face, 

1 To weep at life's rubs are ſo ſimple, 

„ ; Your cheeks and ſolemn features grace, 

[i j In lieu of tears, with laughter s dimple. 


J Dull melancholy come not nigh, 
A Hence dread and ſorrow, ſear and quaking, 
Le carking cares the manſion fly, 

Where Momus reigns, whoſe ſides are Making, 


Thoſe who in Cupid find 5 charms, 
Or are with Bacchus ever thinking, 
Oft' wiſh to die in Mira's arms, 


Or meet the grim invader drinking. 


Ew) 


S 0 N 0. 
HER HEART TO ALL OTHERS IS COLP» 


A T eve, as I ſung of my fair. 
| The ſhepherds all ſmil'd at my lay: 
Advis'd me the nymph to forfwear, 
And jeſtirgly made me be gay: 
I vow'd, that a look to obtain, 
I'd part. with my crook and my fold; 
My ſuit, they reply'd, would be vain, 


For her heart to all others was cold. 


? 


Thoſe eyes that like diamonds. glow; 
May pity more brightly adorn ; 
Unmoy'd will ſhe look on my woe, 
Can paſhon unfeign'd be her ſcorn ? 
How true and how conſtant I'll prove, 
Ah! had I the heart to unfold, 
She'd deign to accept of my love, 
Tho' her heart to all others were cold. 


* 


* 


— 
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S O N. 
| EN VERITE. 


Sung by my I ing field. ; 


THEN fixteen years 1 had attain'd, 
My mother gave conſent, 

That I fine folks and fights ſhould ſee, 
So up to town I went: 
With words and manners all polite 

I home return'd ſo gay, = 
Poor Strephon cry'd, you're alter'd quite 

Says I, En verite. ; 


Alas! I find you're chang'd, cry'd he, 

Another maid T'll ſeek; 

Do ſo, ſays I, d'ye think, fond ſwain, 
For you my heart I'll break ? 

To Mira now, ſays he, my hand 
And heart I'll give away; | 

At that indeed, with all my pride, 

I ſigh'd En verite. 


Bie not fo raſh, dear youth, cry'd I, 
Indeed I did but jeſt; 


Of all the nymphs you know, ſays he, 


"Tis you 1 love the beſt: 

Ta yonder church then let's repair, 
I could not then ſay, nay; 

But vow'd obedience, love, and _ 
I did En verite. 


SONG. 
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S ON 6. 


Sung in Oſcar and Malina. 


(PzasanTs ) > 


1 ET the merry pipe and tabor 
L Tell the ending of our labour, 
Take your glaſs each honeſt neighbour, 
Hang all care and ſorrow. 5 


Flowing bowls the heart inſpiring, 

Beauty's charms the boſom firing, 

Ev'ry youth and maid defiring, 
Never fear to-morrow. | 


Let the old and churliſh miſer 

Be of mirth the dull deſpiſer, 

Steal to bed and think he's wiſer, 
We diſdain his rigour. 


Heavy ſleep whilſt he is taking, e 
Wee, to ſocial rites awaking, e 
28 Revel ' till the morning breaking, 
Still with ſprigbily vigour. 


Come then, every hearty fellow, 
he he ſober, be he mellow, 
Let cold caution vainly bellow, 
We have better reaſon. 


C 24 ) 


We poſſeſs of life the treaſure, 
Quaff the cup and taſte the pleaſure, 
Love can give us without meaſure, 


At this happy ſeaſon. 


| Sung in the Kentiſh Barons. 


7 18 love that now my boſom fires, 


Tis wine which now the ſoul inſpires, 


Friendſhip and gratitude ſhall prove 
At leaſt a match for wine and love: 
Then let us hail the league divine, 
Of love, of friendſhip, and of wine. 


Fortune our virtuous ſchemes ſhall bleſs, - 


"T were cowardly to doubt ſucceſs ; 
Where friendſhip leads, 
Where wine inſpires, | 
And ardent love the boſom fires : 
Then let us hail the league divine, 
Of love, of friendſhip, and of wine. 
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S O NG. 
Sung by Sig. Storace | | 
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HRO twili ght gloom, where groves embow' r the 
ns 

Oft' let me rove with Gilent ſtep and flow ; 

nd hear, far off, the lowly murmuring gale, 

| To fancy's ear impart the ſounds of woe, 


dme turtle ſad repeats her a cry, 
And cooing moans, in widow'd ſtate forlorn; 
pme faithful youth's or maiden's parting figh, 
On fairy wings to diſtant plains is borne. 


WHEN NICHOLAS FIRST ro COURT BEGAN» 


Sung in Richard Caur de Lion. 


HEN Nicholas firſt to court begaen | 
And Blanche approv'd his love,  _ 
nited time and pleaſure ran, Y CY | 
Like turtles in the grove: {ON g 


In joy and ſweet delight, - | | 
They paſs'd each day and night: } 
Happy and gay, | | | 
. Smiling as May, 7 
1. \ 


 Jocund oy Fe each da and n night. 
S a. CG ö . When 


(6 ) 

When children bleſs'd the-loving pair, 

Kind heav'n increas'd their ſtore ; 
Their boys were brave, their girls were fair, 

And each a portion bore 

Of rural induſtry, 

With dance, and ſong, and glee, 
* and gay, &c. 


Tho- age their heads with ſilver crown ds 
Affection did increaſe;. 


Diſſention ne er their hearts could wound, 


Nor jealouſy their peace: 
And ſtill remembrance ſweet, 
Their placid; minds would greet; 
as and gay, &c. i 


8 . 


SYLVIA. 


| "i myrtle-wreaths, from- - fragrant bow'rs, 


A nymph's fair brows adorn ; 
More lovely-than the dancing hours, | 
Of adn breath of morn: 
Compar'd to Sylvia, charming maid! 
No flow'r ſuch beauty knows, 
Op'ning bloſſbms envious fade, 
And dies the tremb'ling roſe. 


Fair ſnow drops bend their lily heads, 


And woodbines ſweet decay; 


Blue violets quit their lowly beds, 


With pinks no longer gay: 


con 


(2) 


ach fanning breeze and murmuring fount, 
Her praiſe in echoes bring; 
s them, who warble as they mount, 

Tis Sylvia's praiſe they ſing. 


%%% 


THE INCONSTANT, 


And urg'd my warm addreſs, _. be 
ou ſwore by all the pow'rs above, * (_ {| 
I ne'er ſhould gain ſutceſs: 3 | 
t long that vow was not your care, 5.4 

You did to love incline : | 7 N 
en is it mighty ſtrange, my fair; - | | q 
That I too ſhould break mine. * ba! 


HEN firſt I ſought your heart to move, 5 | a 


SON G. N 


HE NEVER SHALL 0s. | i \$ 


\ MIDST the illuſions that o'er the mind futter, 
I will not forget my true object of love; 


14 
Sung by Mrs. Clendining. EEE Mi 
{| 
_ 
parting, the fondeſt concern did he utter, 1 
} 


1 left him, but yet this heart never ſhall rove: _, 44 
bade me farewell, and my fancy repeated, | | | 1 
de tender expreſſions for many a day; - "Fi 
II think were I now, unperceived, by him ſeated, We 


Fa nn, ̃7— „ 
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| E FAREWELL, ADIEU. 
rh ; Sung by Mr, Incledon and Mrs. Clendining. 
EW ME, one ſhort moment I embrace, ern p. 
| To love an ballow'd vow to pay; e the 
| Yet others viewing that bright face, © © + B 
1 Like me may kneel, may dare to pray: Ne. A 
FA O deity of this fond breaft, :.. 8 
. Is thus ſome favour'd. rival bie? Nn ie. 
ö O no, reject each jealous feaerr. 
f Alas, no rival harbours here, — 280 
f Ee . Ane 
N 135 : . | neal 
74 No, 7 no, though at the Idors "SO | Nov 
} A thouſand in devotion bend; 5 of 
| Acceptable from one alone ; / 
| The ſacred off ring can aſcend: or n 
4 But we mult part, dear girl 8 8 | o hi! 
j Oh! that ſweet" gh nee again rene; 
| The tear too ſtarts, the figh will ſwell; TITS 1 be f. 
| Once more, my lor 0 once more farewell. 817 275 a d 
| 4 ; 3" £4 Fx 2.5 1 3h vl, O he 
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S ON G. 
HEY DOWN DERRY, 


Sung by Mr. Munden. 


I've rang'd rare objects to diſcover; 
en pretty women in ſuch legions, | 
thought myſelf return'd to Dover : 5 
Briſk muſic made me gay, RENT 
And lively all the way; 
or no tune's dull that once was merry 
With him that loves the hey down derry. 


e Spaniſh belle I've ſerenaded, 

And many a night with the ſweet guitar, 

zeneath the lattice grate paraded, - 

Now tinkle tinkle, then gargan lara: - 
"Twas muſic made me gay, 
And lively all the way; 

or no tune's dull that once was merry, 

o him that loves the hey down 7 


#: 5 


he fair of Italy to capture, 55 

A different ſtyle the men invent o 5 

o her the Canzonet gives rapture, | 

Nel cor piu non mi ſento : : 
Such muſic has its day, . 
But is not in my way; 3 

et no tune's dull that once was merry, 

ith * who loves the hey down 1 


C3 
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HRO' France, thro” all the German regions, 5 
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3 wou'd the girls of Ruſſia chatter, 


ev cymbals ſounded clitter clatter, 
And they tript in the ſprightly * 
Such muſic has its day, 
\ But is not in my way; 
Yet no tune's dull-that once was merry, 


To him that loves the hey down derry. 


n wou' d the girls of Ruſſia chatter, 
Hey! only eye him? What a wonder? 
Their cymbals ſounded clitter clatter, 
And the big drum rumbled thunder: 
11 Such muſic has its V. 
15 But is not in my way: 
Let na tune's dull - that once was s merry, 
To him that loves he bey down derry. 


8 
* by . . 


; | SY | CLARA, | 


'O WITH my deareſt Clara bleſt, 


Shou'd be review'd with grateful love | 


| The ſweeteſt virtues ſore her mind, 

To pleaſe, to animate, to warm ; 
Truth, pity, tenderneſs retin'd; 

Her beauty f forms her humbleſt charm. 


— | And evermore the path ſhe preſt 
' 
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And view me o'er with looks of pleaſure ; 


This moon-light heath I'd fondly rove : 


(8) 
Yet angels viſiting. this ſphere, 
To prove they were of heav'nly race, 


ind make'the wond'ring world revere, 
Would Wer the tikenefs of her Face. 


. 
rn PACKNORSE BELLY, 
Sung by Mrs. Harlowe. 


NE night while round the fire we fat, 
And tall d of ghofts and ſuch like chat; 
A ſtranger, who had loft his road, 
Till day ſhou'd break, implor'd abode: - ., __ 
Pack horſes 'twas his lot to guide along, "ES | 
Whoſe bells the trav'ler cheer with ding ng. dong. SY 


— —— Ie — 
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Againſt diſtreſs, tho' we were poor, | 

My father never ſhut his door ; 4 

I know not how, but from that day, | 
Tho' form'd by nature briſk and gay, 
I felt within my breaſt a tingling, Th 
Whene'er the pack horſe bells went jingling. © 


When firſt he wander'd to our nok, 1 
His courſe it ſeems he had miſtook,” . 
Now, twice a week he comes that ways.” nn 
But never tells us he's aſtray ; 270 8 
And in his ſong my name he's . 

Each time his pack = bells go jingling. 
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| SONG. . 
: CLARA, 


Sung by Mrs. Clendening. 


Still the magnet, ingulph'd in the main, 
Its virtues, its virtues unalter'd retain: 
So the paſſions ne'er can periſh, | 
But its greetings will I cheriſh, 

And fond paſſion's ſtill poſſeſt 
Midſt the ſtorms that rend this breaſt. 


"= - qe 
Sung by Mr. Fawcet and Mr. Blanchard. 
| CARTRIDGE. | | 
CO UMMON?D to the angry battle, 
By the drum's alarming rattle. 
"PETER, © 
O, worthy, worthy. comrade, A 
Fighting ſurely is a rum trade; 


I hate riot, 
Give me quiet, 


80 take back this ſteel. 
[| 
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2 by the tempeſt the bark's rudely driven, 
On the rocks ſtrikes and aſunder 1s riven, 
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CARTRIDGE. | 


Swift we march ſome town to humble, 
Round the boiſt'rous cannon rumble ; 
Walls are ſapp'd with dreadful craſhing; 
Swords engage with furious claſhing : 
Swords are claſhing, 
| Walls are craſhing, 
Walls are ops with dreadful — 


But ſhould ths Pines d women intel 
You have ſoftneſs ſure to feel. 


CARTRIDGE, | 


Now we creep upon the ſlumbers 
Of a camp ten fold our numbers ; : 
And though full enough to eat us, 
Twice as many ſhall not beat us: 
Some are happy in eſcaping 
All concern of further waking; 
Others, panic ſtruck, take flight, 
Ecod I think ſuch blades are Tight, 
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HE HEAVING OF THE LEAD, 


- * * Mr. Incledon. 
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Pes England, when, with fav'ring * 
Our gallant ſhip up channel ſteer d, 
And, ſcudding under eaſy fail, 
The high blue weſtern land .appear'd, 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, | | 
And to the pilot cheerly e An 
By the deep ane. Th 


. i 
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And bearing up to gain 8 port, 
Some well known object kept in view; 
An Abbey-tow'r, an harbour fort, 
Or beacon, to the veſſel true: 7 WM A 
- While oft' the lead the ſeaman lang, | » = 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 
By the mark ſeven, 8 


% <Ahd, as the much-lov'd ſhore we near, 
Witz tranſports we behold. the roof 
W bere dwelt a friend or partner dear, 
Et | Of faith and love a matchleſs proof: 
« | The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 
\ | And to the watchful pilot ſung, 
/ Quarter les „ 
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* 
orks SHY APPEAR. 
| Sung by Mr. Quick, 
GY ſhy appear, 


When men firſt leer, 
And ſteal aſide, 
As if to hide, 
But daring grown 
Ass things get known, 
They giggle, fimper, 
Niggle and whimper, 
And try to lure, wherever they 


The ſquire, the jockey, the le the beau; 


The young, the old ones, 

Timid and bold ones, | 

Yea, with the grave parſon 

They carry the farce on, 
And all are ſnar'd in a row. 


Thus Miſs I've ey'd, 
The minuet pace, 
With bluſhing face; 
But ere the night 
_ taken flight, - 
| Pve-ſeen her ramping, 
| Tens tramping, , 
1. the room in à country dante, 
Now figuring in with 8 denne; 


4-239 :} 
Here ſetting and leering, 
There croſſing and fleering, 
And when that's compleated, 
Before ſhe'll be ſeated, 


A mad ſcotch reel ſhe muſt prance, 
To tol lol, cc. 


| RUDDY AURORA. 1 


Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 


HEN ruddy Aurora awakens the day, 
And dew drops impearl'd the ſweet flow ren 
ſo gay, 
Sound, ſound, my tout archers, ſound horns and 
away, a 
With arrows ſharp eib we go, 
With arrows ſharp pointed we go: 
See Sol now ariſes in ſplendor ſo bright, 
IO Pæn for Phœbus r. leads to delight, 
All glori ious illumin'd now riſes to fight, _ 
'Tis he, boys, is god of the bow, 
I's he, —_ is _ of the bow. 


Freſh roſes we'll offer to Venus 8 ſhrine, 

Libations we'll pour to great Bacchus divine, 

While mirth, love, and pleaſure, in junction combine, 
For archers, true 5 ons of the ſame, 
For archers, true ſons of the ſame, 
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Bid ſorrow adieu; in ſoft numbers we'll ſing, 
Love, friendſhip, and beauty, ſhall make the air ring, 
Wiſhing health and ſucceſs to our country and king, 


Encreaſe to their honor and fame. 
Encreaſe to their honor and fame. 


\ #0 - 


THE 
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DESCRIPTION OF A HUNTING. . 


| OING to ſee my father the other day, he ax'd 
me to take a voyage a hunting with him ; fo 
when the ſxabber had rigg'd the horſes, they brought 
me one to ſtow myſelf on board of, that they told me 
was in ſuch right and tight trim, ſhe would go as falt 
upon any tack as a Folkſtone Cutter; ſo I got up aloft, ». 
and clapt myſelf athwart ſhip, this'n, and made as 
much way as the beſt on'um—and to the windward 
of a gravel-pit. we eſpied a hare at anchor; ſo ſhe ö Tt 
weighed and bore away, and juſt as I had overtaken | WF: 
her, my horſe came bump aſhore upon a ſtone, the | F\ 
back ſtay broke, ſhe pitched me over the forecaſtle, | {I 
eame keel upwards, and unſhipp'd my ſhoulder, and 1 * 1 
damme if ever I ſet fail on a land privateering again. 7 
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THE MERRY SAILOR, 


He pleaſant a ſailor's liſe paſſes, 

: Who roams o'er the watery main ; 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, - | 
But cheerfully fpends all his gain ; 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 

To honor and honeſty true, | 
And would not commit a baſe action, - 
For power and profit in view. 


CHORUS. 


"Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 

Or any ſuch glittering toys, | 

A light heart and a thin pair of breeches, | 
Goes through the world, my brave boys. Th 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life ;. | 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, F 1 
25 But plenty too often breeds ſtrife: SS | 5 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 3 8⁰ 
And mountainous billows affright, - | 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, | £4 | 
But fkilful induſtry ſteers right, 2 A 
1 8 The 
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The courtier's more ſubject te dangers, "my 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate; 
Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, | Parts. 

Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great: ; 
The numerous bleſſings of nature, 
In various nations we try: 
No mortals on earth can be greater, =" 
Who merrily live till we die. 15 
Then why, &c. 
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| THE DISCONSOLATE SAILOR, 


TX JHEN my money was gone that I gain'd in the 
wars, | | 
And the world gan to frown on my fate, 
What matter'd my zeal or my honored ſcars, 

When indifference ſtood at each gate. 


The face that would ſmile when my purſe was well lin d, 
Shew'd'a different aſpect to nee 
And when L could nought but ingratitude find, 
I hi'd once again to the ſea. 


I thought it unwiſe to repine at my lot, _ 
Or to bear with cold looks on the ſhore; 

So J pack'd up the trifling remnants I'd got, 
And a trifle, alas! was my ſtore. 


A handkerchief held all the treaſure I had, 
Which over my ſhoulder I threw, © 

Away then I trudg'd with a heart rather ſad, 
To join with ſome jolly ſhip's crew.— 
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The ſea was leſs troubled by far than my mind, 
And when the wide main I ſurvey'd, 

I could not help thinking the world was unkind, 
And fortune a {ii Lippery Jade, 8 


And I vow'd if once more I could take her in tow, | 
I'd let the ungrateful ones ſee, 

That the turbulent winds and the billows could ſhew, 
More kindneſs than they did to me. 


r 


JACK RATLIN, 


5 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


ACK Ratlin was the ableſt ſeaman. 
None like him could hand reef and ſteer; 
No dang'rous toil but he'd encounter, 
With {kill, and in contempt of ear: 


In fight a lion—the battle ended, 


Meek as the bleating lamb he d prove; 
Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit, 
: Yet did he ſigh, and all for love. 


The ſong, the j je Hu lag liquor, 
For none of t efe had Jack regard ; 
He, while his meſſmates were carouſing, 
High ſitting on the pending yard, 
Would think upon his fair one's beauties, 
Swear never from ſuch charms to rove ; 
That truly he'd adore them living, 
And dying ſigh to end his love, 


8 ) 


The ſame expreſs the crew commanded, - 
Once more to view their native land; 
Among the reſt brought Jack ſome tidings, 

Would it had been. his love's fair hand: - 
Oh fate! her death defac'd the letter, 

Inſtant his pulſe forgot to move, 
With quiv'ring lips and eyes uplifted, 
He heav'd a ſigh and dy'd for love. 


= 


ew, 


o N. 
THE MERRY DANCE. 
-  Sungby Miſs Romanzint. : 


THE merry dance I dearly love, 
For then, Collette, thy hand I fieze; 

And preſs it too whene'er I pleaſe, | 

And none can ſee and none reprove: 
Then on thy cheek quick bluſhes glow, 

And then we whiſper ſoft and low, 

Ah! how I grieve, ah! how I grieve, 

I grieve you ne'er her charms can know. 


She's ſweet fifteen, I'm one Year more, 
| Yet till we are too young they ſay, 
But we know better ſure than they; 

Youth ſhould not hſten to threeſcore : 
And I'm reſolv'd to tell her ſo, 

When next we whiſper ſoft and low, 

Oh! how I grieve, oh! haw | grieve, 

I grieve you ne'er her charms can know. 


(EA ) 


25 AND BIT. | 
Jang by Mr. Sedguick, : 


ROM aloft the ſailor looks around, 
And hears below the murm'ring billows ſound : 
Far off from home he counts another day, 
Wide o'er the ſeas the veffel bears away; 
His courage wants no whet, 
Baut he ſprings the fail to ſet, | 
With a heart as freſh as riſing breeze of __ 
And caring nought, 8 


8 2 


He turns his thought 3 
To his lovely Sue, or his charming Bet. : 


Now to heav'n the' FM 8 ſoars, Ps 
The ſtormy blaſt like dreadful thunder roars; 
Now Ocean's deepeſt gulphs appear below, 

The curling ſurges foam, and down we ge: 
+ When ſkies and ſeas are met, 


They his courage ſerve to whet : | 
With a heart as freſh as riſing breeze of f May, 
| And dreading nought, 
| He turns his thought Es 

To his lovely Sue, or his . Bet. 


SONG. 
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„ 
AS YOU PLEASE, 
8 Sang by Mrs. Croxch. 


1 THOUGHT our quarrels ended, 
And ſet my heart at eaſe; 
Wis ſtrange you're thus offended, 
You take tight to teaze; 
Dear Sir, decide the ſtrife 
Betwixt your child and wife? 
Alas! the grief I feel, 
I dare not to reveal; 
I know that you believe, | 
For Frederic's loſs I grieve: 
Pha, Pſha, 


Very/nell, very well, as you pleaſs. oO 


in I'm always ſtriving 

e make our diff rence ceaſe, 
en re diſputes contriving, 
will not live in peace: 

No, no, 

You will not live in peace: 
I'm vex'd, dear Sir, for you, 
But ſay, what can I do? 

To none I can complain, 
How cruel is my pain! | 

I know that you believe 
For Fred'ric's loſs I grieve : 
Pſha, Pſha, 


— 


Very well, very well, ; 2s you pleats 


A LINNET jvsr EDS b. 


= by Miſe Dall. Go | ö 


Ane juſt fledg'd, B its leaf-ſhady bow' r 
Its flight had too daringly took; 

Unable the wide ambient ether to tow'r, 
It flutter'd and fell in a brook, 


* 


1 


To ſave the ſweet youngling | fiir 1 was nigh, 
She cheriſh'd and ſooth'd it to reſt ; CG - x 
Yet, ſhe wet it as faſt, ſrom pity's ſoft eye, | 
As ſhe dry'd its ſoft Pane on her breaſt. 


8 


Thus vanity's pinions tob oft* we. extend, Sack 
And the dictates of reaſon forego ; | : 

Then fall, like the linnet, nor meet witha friend, 

Linke Laura to weep o'er ur w. 
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ne. — O N. G. 
BRITANNIA RULE THE WAVES, 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main; 
Aroſe, &c. 
This was the charter, the der of the land, 
And e angels furlg this ſtrain: . 


CHORUS. 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia he the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The Nations: not ſo bleſt: as "rg "35 8 
Muſt in their turns to ty rants fall; 
Muſt, &c. — 

Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 

Rule Britannia, &c. 

Still more maſeltlc ſhalt thou riſe, 

More dreadful from even. een ſeroke; : 
More, &. * 

As the loud blaſt, the blaſt aha rends the ſkics, 

Serves but to root thy native ook. f 
Rule, Britannia, Be. | 


1 
The haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
All their, &c. 5 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 


And work their woe but thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine; ; 
Thy cities, cc. | 
And thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles thine. | 
Rule, Britannia, &c. | 


The muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair; 


Bleſt Ifle, with beauties, with mutchleſs beauties 


cC.rovwn'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. ; 


8 o N 6. 
THE BRITISH ESE. : 


HE Britiſh ſailor nl the ſeas, 
Nor fears th' unfathom'd deep; 

He ſcorns the: landſman's flothful ea . 1 
And guards them while they ſleep: 
Tho ſtorms ariſe in dreadful ire, 
And light'nings flaſh their vivid fire; 
When foes invade with eager heart and hand, 

rand the 9 555 to laye his native land. 


"BY 


The ſhip now vibes to the ſkies, 

Now ſinks in depths below ; 
Yet, ſtill intrepidly he flies, 

To meet the deſtin'd foe: 
And while the cruel fight prevails, 
With death and carnage he aſſails, | | 
Nor heeds their fire, but at his chief's command, 
Braves the whole world to fave his native land. 


The chain-ſhot whiſtles too and fro, 
A broadſide ſeals their fate, 
The hull: is ſhatter'd, down they go, 
And, quarter, cry too late: 
Then, as he Tees the briny flood 
Crimſon'd all o'er with human blood, 
His heart relents, ſwift to his boat he lien, 
And braves the ſeas to ſave his enemies. 


S O N G. 
LAUGH-AND' BE FAT, : 


rival the miſer who 3 o'er 1 5 

Or ta envy. the great I ſhall. never preſume; 

Tho wealth to mankind as a bleſſing was ſent, | 
With: much-on with little m always content: 

For ſhould I grow rich Ill ne'er murmur at that, 

And, if I grow poor, ſtill Ill laugh and be fat. 


Tho! 


1} 
. 


Or if i inns se outs, 2 II Wen and gray 


O! joy paſt expreſſing, to hear the dear ſwain, 


He ſaid, my dear charmer, to c urch x 8 repair, 


Ho could I refuſe the dear fwain his ſoft boon, 


(48 ) 
Tho- 8 and placemen each other abuſe, OR 
'Tis nothing to me, I've no penſion to loſe, 

If they levy new taxes, I vow. and proteſt, 


Iwill not complain while J fare like the reſt: 
And if outs become inns, I'll neer murmur at that, 


8 0 N 6. 


2 


WHILE THE MOON PLAYS THE BRANCHES AMONG, 


* 


HEN William at eve 4 1 me 5 at the 


it HC 
le, > 
\ How ſweet-is the e 8 dong: | | Ye 
I confeſs, without bluſhing I hear him complain, 5 3 
And believe ev'ry word of his ſong: 15 
You know not how ſweet tis to love the dear ſwain, 
While the moon plays yon branches among. 
Hou fain do [ wiſh to chace ſun-ſhine away, — un — 


Le moments how ſlowly ye move; 
Give place, envious day- light, haſte, ev'ning 3 
I'm to meet the ſweet lad that I love: | 


a pe. the 2 plays you: branches orcs, ON 


Trad 1 mille as we walk'd to yon neighbouring grove, 
The ſwain his ſoft paſſion he preſt; - | 


Your hand i it will e'er make me bl 


While the moon plays yon branches among. 


( 49 ) 


' DIALOGUE, SIS N | 
Sang in the Comic Opera of Jul in Tims 
By Mr. Fawcett and an. Fw". 


DR. CAMOMILE. | 


WA 


HO! gay your trees, perfume your flow'rs, 

— Enchantment all your groves and bow rs, 
Yet ſcarce I wiſh to ſtir: - 

or here W dn 1 2 5 5 


LADY ODDLY. 


ou flatter fare, you can't mean me, 
. My dear mak 


DR, CAMOMILE« 


love Avguſta, fl ith 'tis true, 

ut 'tis becauſe ſhe's ſo like you, 
Or I'm the ſaddeſt cur : 

ch lovely ſhape, majeſtic air, 


LADY ODDLY. 


ou | make me bluſh now Ideclare, 
O la, Sir. | 
d g. ; ES D 


DR 
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DR. „ 


The bloom of youth ſtill decks your cheek, 


Your accent mild whene'er you ſpeak, 
No ſpot your - beauties blur : 


*Pon honor's trees; each word I utter, 


by. A . © ©, 


1 85 9 ODDLY. 


nad. I'm all in ſueh a flutter, - | .: . ::.. 
Bleſs me, Sir. 
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Sing by Ar Wilſon. © 


ſail'd, 


And the toaſt was ſoon toſs'd off by me: 
Billows might daſh, 
Lightnings might Aaſh, 

"Twas the ſame to us both when at ſea, 


If a too pow'rful foe in our track did but caſe, | 


We reſolv'd both to live and die free, 


Quick we number'd her guns and for ea ch took a gil 


Then a broadſide we gave her with three: 
Cannon might roar, 
Echo'd from ſhore, 


g Twas the ſame to us both when at fea. 


HEN on board our trim veſſel we joyo 


While the glaſs circled ln glee, 
King and Country to give my old friend never fail 


( 51 ) 
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Sung by Incledon. 
HE mind oppreſs'd with 11 may hope | 
{4 To ſooth — grief; 5 


But hopes in vain, if wayward love 
Denies to give relief. . 


£ 
, 
4 
' 
N 
] 


Riſe then, my fair, thy ſlumbers ceaſe, 
And bleſs thy faithful ſwain, 
Whoſe boſom only beats for thee, | 
Thy abſence all his pain | 
The mimic Death, oh, N porfake, 
Awake, awake, my love awake, | | 


ENG. 
Sung by Mr. Fawcett. 


OVE's fev'riſh fit | 0 
Shall intermit, 0 
If aught my art avail; 


By ſearching pill 
T1 try my ſki, 
Should that — fail. 

Da 


8 | ( 52 ) 


All my {kill can invent, 
This pair to torment, 
Emetic, cathartic andsJotion: 
Dilute, ſtarve and feed, 
Cup, plaiſter, and bleed, 


: n gargle, and potion. . 


. 


Sung by Mr. Quick, 


TE; heroes Rout who an gers ſcorn, | 
May boaſt their arms and tented field ; 


Let noiſy fame their brows adorn, 
So II the plumed pen may wield: 
Smooth inditing, . 
Flaſhy writing, | 
Give me more e pleaſure ſure than : fighting, 


In "EOS of yore, fam'd Troy and Greece, 
For Helen's charms contended long ; 
Yet all their feats had ſlept in peace 
But for old father Homer's ſong : 
Smoothly inditing, | 
Flaſhy writing, 
Give me more e ſure than lighting. 


( $3.) 

s 0 N G. 1 

gung by Mr. Iicledon. | 

OW poor are words, how vain is art, | 
Auguſta's charms to trace,  ' 


er ſpeaking eye! her feeling heart! } 
Such ſymmetry and grace! 5 ö 
| 

| 


er mind more pure than virgin inows, 
That on the mountain reſt ; 
er lovely image ever glows 


Within this faithful breaſt. * ä 


s ON G. 


Ag by Mr. Mandan, 


XAMINE the world with attention, you'll find, 

'Tis intereſt that ſuays every claſs of mankind ; 

From the high to the low, ' | | 
Say aye or no, | L 
Is it not ſo? an | 


You Joubt it ll give you a Qriking example— 
Then judge of the others by this fingle ſample, b 
And the truth you'll ſoon mow; | | 
Shall I do ſo? | | 
Day aye or no. | | 
10 »! 


K 
Sage Phyſic and Law don't we ev'ry day ſee, 
With pleaſure Itrow, 


It is not ſo, 
. Your aye or no. 


$-0.N . 
_ - Sung by Mrs, Blanchard. 


| 0 freedom loſt, no more, ſweet bird, 
F £3 In plaintive accents rue; 
For ah! the wretch who thee betray'd, 
| Betray'd thy Miſtreſs too. 


Thus ambuſh'd in the wily brake, 
The baneful ſerpent lies; is 
And while the nymph its beauties views, 
due feels the ſting and dies. 


5 0'N O. 
Sung by Mijs Dall. 


8 8 i 1 EHOLD, denied their airy flight, 
=: The tenants of the gaudy cage; 


Their notes are chang'd to ſtrains of rage ; 


a - 


| 
BE 
/ Will adviſe and preſcribe, but firſt pocket the fee? 
/ J 5 A ; 


No more their warblings breathe delight, - 2. 


And 


68 5 


And mould perchance, i in happy hour, 
Some friendly hand leave ope the door, 
ager they fly the'bonds of pow'r, 

And gladly part to meet no more. 


Not ſo the bird whoſe choice is hw 
In jocund ſpring he joins his mate, 
Gaily they range from tree to tree, 
Their little breaſts with joy elate : 
And if ſome ruder breeze ſhould blow, 
Or chilling rain diſturb their reſt, © 
Fondly they ſhare each other's woe, 
As deſtin'd partners of one neſt. 


s 0 N 6. 
3. Seng by Mrs. Martyr 


HEN firſt: you won my virgin bent, 
The time I well remember; 
Twas in the froſt, on dreary heath, 
The fifteenth of December: N 
The moon was hid, the ſnow had froze, 
The wind blew hard and chilling, 


You ſhivering, cried, Ah! there ſhe ys; | 


Oh that the maid was willing.“ 


Love mil d, and as we ſliding met 
(Reſolv'd to ſee us humbled) 
Your arm encircled round my waiſt, 
I ipt and down we tumbled : 
| D4 


Whilſt 


3 — — — — 
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ES 
Whilſt thus together we reclin'd, 
On winter's hoary pillow, 


You ſwore you glow'd with love ſo true, 


I ne' er ſhould wear the willow. 


— 


s O N G. 


\ 


| Sung by Mr. Fawcett. 


ERE Galen to riſe from elyſium, below 


Of modern complaints ſo little he'd know, 


ſurpriſe, 


H' d ſoon hurry back nor believe his own eyes: 


For phyſic's exploded, ſo alter'd the trade is, 


| That, amaz'd at the change, and ſtruck dumb with 


That wou'd you but know how'l pleaſe all the ladies, 


I preſcribe a court-dreſs, a'rout, or a ball, 


A play, or an opera, or may be all. 


Prepare for the dance, 
In a minuet prance, 
Or firſt couple lead down, 
> ?*Twill do 1 can tell; 
Hands acroſs, back again, 
HFandas acrols, back again, 
Hands acroſs, back again, 


- 
- * . * 
e 


Let 


12 * 


= 


1 
Let fools their own nonſenſe 
Still ſolemnly broach; 
While they trudge it on foot, 
I loll in my coach: 
They may pore over books, 
And inceſſantly toll ; 
But their's the dull taſk, 


Mine 0 and Hoyle. 
For phyſic's e r. 


$ ONGC 
Sung by Miſs Dall. 


ſable clouds, ch veil thoſe beams 
Which tempt, which tempt my willing heart, 
To trace the moth-grown path along, 


And tempt me, tempt me to depart, 


Aſſiſt me, prudence, cautious maid, 
To ſway my doubting breaſt, - 
Bring ſober reaſon to my aid, 
And bid this rebel reſt: 
Yet oh, my Melville, {till for you 


This boſom beats with 2 true. 


( 58 ) 


DUET, 
Sung by Mr. Incledon and Miſs Dall. 
ELIEVE, charming maid,a fond youth who adcra 


you, „ 
The way to be happy lies pleaſant before you, 
The path'sdeck'd with flow rets, by Hymen implanted 
From ſeeds of true love, and by Cupids tis haunted, 


Rely, deareſt youth, you know I regard you, 
I heir arts ſhallnot triumph, in vain they diſcard you; 
Eros I'll fly with you cheerly like hind o'er the mountain, 
_ The bird ſwift in flight, or the ſtream from the foun- 


hben ſay, ſhall we ſoon be united for ever? 

3 We will — nor ſhall fate my affections e' er ſever, 

ö No danger we'll fear which our foes may intend us, 
| While honor preſides love will ever befriend us. 


— 
— —— — 


Saͤung by Mr. Join tone. 
13 live till 'm dead, ever conſtant to thee, 


Sing farinina, ſing farinina ; 
i | ] won't lie while I'm telling the truth, do you ſee, 
1Þ © then to your arms my ſweet creature take me: 
With my chic a chee, 

Ouri low, la lara, 


Lara la, lara la lee. 


And if 

Sing 
You m 
When 


Then 

Sing 
J hate 
For th 


In all 

Sin 
The r 
Then 


1 


And if while you love, from a breaſt full of hate, 
Sing farinina, ſing farinina; 

You make me a widow in ſpite of old fate, 

When dead, you ſhall never again ſee me, mate, 


With my chick, Ke. 


Then whilſt we ſtand ſtill let us pleaſure rin, 
Sing farinina, ſing farinina; | 
] hate to look backwards when beauty s in view, 
For the ſight that is black always makes me look blue, 
With wy chick, &c, 


In all the wide world were no woman but you, 
Sing farinina, ſing farinina, &c. 
The reſt I'd forſake and to you would be true, - 

Then your Iriſhman love, och I ſee that you do, 
With my chic, &c. 5 


1 


s. 


Sung by Mrs. Blanchard. 


HE ſhipwreck'd tar on billows tot, 
Laſh'd to ſome plank and ſighing, 
The land in view he hop'd to gain, | 
Himſelf o'erwhelm'd and dying; 
Could ſcarce conceive the joy I feel, 
Thus chang'd my hapleſs doom; 
Should fortune ſave him from deſpair, 
And waft the wanderer home. 


D 6 | SONG. 


en rr 1 
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O N 6. 
Sang by Mr. Munden and Mrs, Martyr. 


OU, my damſel, be but kind, 
And you ne'er prove a rover; 
A truer lad you'll never fnd— g- 
If fo, we'll live in clover : 
Then quick away, 
Let's hence be gay, 
Nor think of care or forrow ;. 
- But laugh and dance, 
And kiſs and play, 
To-morrow and to-morrow. 


s ON 6. 


Sung by Miſs Dall. 
LuANcx paints the flatt'ring ſcene, 
F And courage animates her mien; 
On hope's gay pinions fee her riſe, 
She leaves the earth to ſoar in ſkies: 
' *Tis love's delufion fans her wings, 
And while ſhe ſoars the cheerful fings. 


SONG 


- 


8 O N G. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


OW let the merry bells ring round, 
N The pipe's ſhrill note and tabor ſound ; 
The mazy dance and mirthful fong, 

The feſtive board and joyous throng : 
_ Hither bring, with frolic gay, 
To join the lovers roundelay. 


". 


Dull care ſhall now no more appear, 

With languid Rep and falling tear, 

For laughing joy with ſprightly veſt, 

Has chas'd her far from ev'ry breaſt. 

Hither bring, with frolic gay, OG 
To join the lovers roundelay. 


Now let the merry bells, &c. 


* 
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Sung in the Muſical Romance of the Priſoner, 


By Mr. Fawcett, | 5 


HERE the banners of glory are ſtreaming, 
Fer image ſtill lingers above, 

: And her eyes ſeem all terribly gleaming, 

F Which glow'd but with tranſports of love. 


Deeds of arms my ſoul inſpire, The 
As the battling thunders roll; - Dy. 

She and fame my boſom fire, 2 

And to conqueſt lights my ſoul. Ca 


And *'mid ſlaughter madly wounding, 

Heroes dying groans reſounding, 
Armour claſhing, 
Light'ning flaſhing, 

Angel pinion'd o'er her lover, 

With protecting wing ſhe'll hover, 

Valour's genius, mem'ry's pleaſure, 

Guardian of life's ſacred treaſure. 


What can check the ſoldier's courſe? | 
Who, where war delights to rove, 
Strikes with more than mortal force, | 


Urg'd by fame, impell'd by love. 
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S ON G. 
Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


OW charming a camp is when ſoldiers late and 
early, 
With hair ſo tightly trim d up and poder d ſo fine; 
March, ſhoulder, preſent, while the ſerjeant ſo ſurly 
Drills up the young recruits in the rear of the line, 
To dub a dub, while ſo merry 
Beats the drummer, dub a dub, 


Tho' bluff they look and fierce, that no Nous ſure are 
bolder, | 
Yet the damſels don't fear 'em nay one as I live, 
Came and aſk'd me to give her my heart, but I told 
her, 
Says I, that s beſpoke, and I've ackivng elſe to sive: : 
But dub a dub, ever merry, 
Beats the drummer, dub a dub. 


S O N . 
Sung by Mrs. Crouch. 


OUNG Carlos ſu'd-a beauteous maid, 
| On her his happineſs ſtaking, 
She frown'd upon his love, he ſigh'd, 
me, my heart is breaking, | 
= | She 


4. ͤ ͤͤ nt Ce WW ̃ 00s N 
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She took a ſwain of large domain, 


Fond expectation ſo languid and drooping, 


G 


HFis humble love forfaking ; | 
He thought her happy, and he ſmil'd, 
Alth o' his heart was breaking. 


On wealth alone few joys attend, 

She found, with anguiſh aching ; 

He ſunk and gave her ſuch a look, 
Juſt as his heart was breaking. 


0 ns 5 * 

| r 

_ Diffu 

Sung by Maſter Walſh. As 

EARS that exhale from the ſpring of good nature, In v. 

4 [ Fall like the dew upon ſympathy's breaſt ; 0 
Wiſhes revivin g bloom with freſh beauty, As d 
And in gay colours are gaudily dreſt. B 
Yet when I think on the danger that threatens, Her 


Fear blights my boſom with doubts and diſmay, 


Fades, drops its bloſſoms, and withers away. 


6 6s 


Sing in the Priſoner 


(5 Let each enjoy the riſing bliſs, 
And bruſhing up his pouted lip, 
Prepare alike to ſip and kiſs. 


Good humour ſmiles as rage ſubſides, 
And, in its luſtred radiance proud, 
Diffuſes rays of ſocial love, 
As ſummer ſuns ſucceed a cloud. 


In varied colours mem'ry glows, 
Of dangers paſt and raptures new, 
As deepen'd tints of crimſon dye, 
Beſtreak the tulip's filver hue. 


Henceforth no fear or dread ſhall. threat, 
No tumults pleaſure's courſe arreſt ; 
But each diſpute ſhall happy cloſe . 


In who loves moſt and who loves beſt. 


OOD humour, peace, and 5 di | 


$ONG. 
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Twas the haunt of my ſhepherd and me, 


—— ——— — —— — A 
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8 . 
MAID OF THE OAKS, 


ME, ſing round my favorite tree, 
Ye ſongſters that viſit the grove ; 


And the bark is the record of ove. by 


Reclin'd on the turf by my Gde, 7 0 


He tenderly pleaded my cauſe; = = 
I only with bluſhes reply d, h . 
And the nightingale fill d up the poſe „„ T Th 
— ——em————— OP ; Let 0 
: ; | | T' 
HENRY 18 TRUE. 
HO prudence ma prefy me, 
And duty diſtreb me, 
Againſt inclination, ah! what can they do? 
No longer à rover, WY 
His follies are ver, : 
wy heart, my fond heart fays,1 Ay Heary is is true. 
The bee thus as changing, = 4 


From ſweet to ſweet ranging, | 
A roſe ſhould he light on, ne'er wiſhes to ſtray : 
With Taptures poſſeſſing, 1 
In ev'ry one's bleſſing, 2 
'Till torn from her boſom he flics far away. 


5 


s o N 6. 
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NATURE,” «ging Ne 0 
HEN the roſy morn appearing, N 
Paints with gold the verdant lawn, 
Bees on banks of thyme diſporting, | 
Sip the ſweets and hail the dawn. 15 2 


Warbling birds the day prodaiming, 
Carol ſweet the lively ſtrain, ' 

They forſake their leafy dwelling, 
To ſecure the golden grain. 5 


Let content, the bumble gleaner, 
Take the ſcatter'd ears that fall; 

Nature all her children viewing, 
Kindly bounteous cares for all. 


S O N G. 
Sung by Mrs. Jordan. 


HIS hot purſuit, 
With threats to boot, =? 
Have little to alarm me, : 
So war I wage, | 
| Defy his rage, 
And brave whate'er may harm me. 


— — 


(6 F? 


He till may ſtare, 
And ſtamp and ſwear, 


Tul neither fear nor falter ; 


Whate'er may bind, 
*Gainſt woman king, 
Will prove a rotten halter, 


My miſtreſs flown, 
I'll ſoon be gone, 
Old Cruſty ſwears he'll tame her; 
For him ſhe loves, 
Abroad ſhe roves, 


In truth I cannot blame ber. 


In cited ſha pes, I | 
Thro' ind ſcapes, 


Each way he tries to win her: 


She ſcorns reſtraint, 
And ſuch a ſaint 
Would make e' en me a ſinner. 


Some trim diſguiſe, 
No doubt ſhe tries 
III follow her example: 
Of faith, of ſkill, 
And wit at will 
he give em ſtraight a ſample. 


So ſhe and I 
Will fairly try 


- 


| Whoſe trick or change can blind moſt : 


And ſince, old Don, 
You chuſe to run, 


The devil taks the Aae. 


SONG. 


(9) 


50x 6. 


4 Parody ben 
10 0h, what a ; plague i ts an n obſiinate Daighte* oy 


Ir a young wife you have ſhe's the plague of your 


ſoul, 
No peace can you have tho' you let her controul ; 
Not one look in ten can be counted to chear ye, 
Oh! what a plague is an obſtinate deary: 

Friſking and' Haunting, 

Singing and jaunting, - 
Oh! what a N is an obſtinate deary. 


[ 


If her mate, like me's an cient, the does nought but 
_ ſcorn him. 


And he's dev li well off if the don't chance to horn 


him; 
They'll plague and they'll teaze him quite out of his 
| life, Sir, 
Oh! what a plague isan obſtinate wife, Sir: 
Gadding about, Sir, 
Io park, Plays, and routs, Sir, 
Oh! _ a 3 an obſtinate wife, Sir. 
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8 0 N G. | 


CHARMS OF PHEBE, | 
EN bidden to the wake or fair, 


"Till Phoebe promis d to be there, 
a loiter'd laſt of all the train. 


If chance ſome fairing caught her eye, 
The ribband gay, or ſilken glove, 
With eager haſte I ran to buy, 

For what is gold compar' 'd with love, 


My poeſ y on ker boſom plac'd, 

Could Harry's ſweeter ſcents exhale! 
Fler auburn loc ks my ribband grac d, 
And fluter d in the wanton n gale, 


s o N G. 
i LOVE. 
rr 
RE bright ma met my eyes, | 
How peaceful paſs'd the joyous day ; 


In rural ſports I gain'd the prize, 
Each virgin liſten' 4 to my * 


{The joy of each free-hearted ſwain) 


Tn) 


But now no more touch the lyre, 
No more the ruſtic ſports can pleaſe ; 

[ live the flave to fond deſire, OY 
Loſt to my, to mirth, and eaſe. : 

The tree that in a happier hour 
Its boughs extended o'er the plain ; ; 

When blaſted by the lightning's pow'r, 0 
Nor charms the om nor r thades the ſwain. 


8 O L N. G. 

THE APPROACH.OF MAY. 
HE virgin, when ſoften's by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows; _ 4 
The birds ſweetly bill on the fpray, 1 
And poplars embrace with their boughs: | =. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, - vv 

Ador'd for her beauty above; 
We ſhepherds, who dwell on the plain, 

Hail May as 1 mother of love. | 


From the Weſt as it wantonly blows, 1 
Fond zephyr careſſes the vine; | 

The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine : 

The pinks by the rivulet fide, | 
That border the vernal alcove, _ 

Bend downward-to kiſs the ſoft tide 
For May is the mother of love., 


TIT” back. « — _— 
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May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array; - 


Ik᷑ the lark and the linnets now fing, 
#31 Their muſic is taught them by May: 
THE The ſtock- dove recluſe with her mate, 

1 Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 


WM, And, murmuring, ſeems to repeat, 
| That May is the mother of love. 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 


| 
1 Ye virgins be ſportive and gay: 
. | Get your pipes, oh, ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
In 1 For muſic muſt welcome the day: 
74 Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
| And all his keen anguiſh remove? | 
Let him tell a ſoft tale, and he'll find | It c 
That May is the mother of love. nin: 
8 VVT Wi 
| An 
| | | Hi 
SONG. 18 
'  * BACCHANALIAN» + 1 
| DI the gaily-circling glaſs, | A 
| We can fee our minutes paſs; A 
By the hollow caſk are told, | N 
How the waining night grows old. | I 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day, 

Drives us from our ſport and play 4 
What have we with | os to do | 
Sons of care 'twas made for you. 


SONG. 


„ 
s 0 N 6. 
1 Tous PULL POT. 
Sung by Mr. Folnſtone- 
EAR Sir, this brown Jug that now foams with 


mild ale. 
(in which I will drink to ſweet Kate of the Vale) 


Was once Toby Philpot, 2 thirſty old ſoul, 
nk om 


Jn booxing about etwas his praiſe to excel, 
And among jolly topers he bore off the 


It chanc'd as in dog days be ſat at bis eaſes 
In a flow'r-woven arbour as gay 28 Jon pleale ; 


With a friend and a pipe puffing ſorrow aWayy 
| ingo was ſoaking his clay, 


His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died full as big a8 2 Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when long in the ground it bad lain, 


Now, ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
rn drink to my lovely ſweet Kate of the Vale» 


na. 


hilpot, it 


are of her 

SO J, 8. ften'd her 

| | with filky 

5 '. OLD-AGNEs, * ; death Po 

(sal to the Toby Fiap Pune = 
Nobby an 

Sung by Mr. Chambers. 5 - 2 9 ſhes 


i 


rd v 

Y true | honeſt fellows who ſmoke vith ſack glee, 46.45 hap 
M To beg yout attention for once'I make free, Ie kiſs h 

And {ing of our pipes whilſt thus merry and ſnug, Wl jug. 
We ſoften our cares as we lighten our Jug: 
This jug which from Toby its erigin boaſts, 
Old Toby, whoſe mem 'y enlivens the toaſt 


1 Toby's fame like his llze, ſpread 65 great by kits i Dis 
\ That for Agnes no room could be found inthe tale; 
\ Honeſt Agnes the ſoelal ſupport of his life, * 1 
Both for quaffing and ſize was well pair'd as his wife; 
* Therefore ſinging her praiſe, we with joy will regale, 
\ Whilſt our pi wor and our Jug give: a zeſt. to our ale. 


\ The potter who ſhrewdly found Toby' 8 remains, 
Thought to viſit again there might anſwer his pains, 
Where, in brief, he found Agnes, whoſe death, as her 

* | 
Jade her qualiſy'd-duly to lie as his wife: 
er fair fame all the village inceſſantly quote, 
Whote Vicar the following epitaph wrote. 


Agnes 


( 108} 
Philpot, the wife of ol Toby, renown'd, 
ivd whilſt on earth, now lies dead in the ground; 


are of her grieving for Toby to bilk, 
tend her ſorrows with Brandy and "milk: 


with filky ſhe thriv'd till her ſkin gave a cracks 


death Popping in, im n 


e lines our good potter a happy tho thought ſtarted, 


Toby and Agnes ſhould 

vok of her clay, which was white as m_ milk, 
mper'd with brandy till ſofter than filk, _. 
forming theſe pipes, he advis'd; fly and ſaug, 
re kiſs her fair chay, and ſhake hands with * 


W.. 


1 
* 


A 8 _—_— 
THE GLOLIES OF MASONRY, 


Sing by Mr. Collins, | 


| uE ſcience yields a thouſand lights 
T6 irradiate the mind; 

that nobleſt art purſue, 

bich dignifies mankind : 
Then to maſonry huzza, - 

Whoſe Art and myſt'ry coincide 
With goſpel and with law. 
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The Maſons glory ſhall proclaim, ; 


Zut little dream what plans we draw, 


The end we poiſe on clear _ _ 
Religion s all 8 page, 


The ſummum bonum hence we learn, 


(5) 


The 3 dome, the gorgeous hall, 
The temple's cloud capt tower, 


'Till time's remoteſt hour. 
Then to maſo 


vet he who thinks our art e is rock v 
To meer domeſtic Laws, ion 2 
As well might judge great nature's works, ons bal 
Sprung "Pp . a cauſe. 75 b 
e Then to maſor 


Keal fabricks to ,uprear, | 
Some fools think all our art ; 


To form an e heart. 
| I to maſot 


Which hangs about the ſtring ; 
And each unruly paſſion's flight 
Within due compaſs bring. 

: Thaw to maln 


read before our eyes: | 
By hike we're taught thoſe ſteps to trace 
Which lead us to the ſkies 
Then to maſon | 


To which true maſonry tends, Nee fav 
Our brethren as ourſelves to love, 
: And all mankind as friends, | 

| Then to maſon | 


, * 


\ #* 
\ 


y walk 1 ſhould urſue, 


a've dot 


ke you ſtares 
re, 


Ghe law me read) 10 
petticoaty 


To ſtab ber thro” the 


Monſte 


5 
E 3 


un ExaQtly like the 


: . 


Ney _— really ſomewhat ſhort, but dae 1 
| of that, - 
The Monſter too is monſtrous ' thin, and Jam 
ſtrous fat; 
But not a word the lady hears, determin'd to n 
ſtrue, 
And up to Bow - Street I'm conyey'd to 11. if Fr 
| Monſter: "I, 
Of ſuch a ſnare, 
Ye beaus beware, 4 1 
Or chufe a maid © ONC! 
Wbo will not ſwear, b 
She ſaw you ready to rare, 80 ſure 2 
To ſtab her thro' the petticoat, And 1 cl 
Exactly like the Monſtcr, $1 44 


+» 
* 


For 


And when before the Juſtices, what juſtice tis to ſail 1 had 
Of Monſters there's already charg'd two hundred ę With 
as me; 
For ev'ry Miſs thro” all the town this ſcheme can apt 7 
conſtrue, | 
- Tis touch and take—fo if you touch, ſhe takes yc 
for the monſter. 
 *Gainſt ſuch a league, 
Adieu intrigue, | 
For, ye fair . | 
| I truly ſwear, | | To 
You'll find me ready to——0O rare 
But not to ſtab the petticoat, 
For I am not the Ane, 


© - SONG. 
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| THE DOCTAINE OF AN isnAELITE. 


ruten by Mr. Collins. 


— 5 — 
* 


ONCE. was s but a pedlars and my ſhop was in my 


"x e as lm 2 à ſmouſh a and m name is Mordeca, 
the world in n ſpfte of hippins poſt 


cke fo for trifles when there's moneys in 


the way: 
1124 f 0d rings of copper gilt, and {0 1 got my bread» 


With Galing v W 
Jn my pick packs nick nack, 


Tick tack, gim crack, 


Twing twang⸗ wink lum m dee: 


And ſing ting rings 


Tink the clinks 
To chink is muſic * for me. 
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ax of bric ckduſt and pen ncils without leads. 


- 
— —— 


| . tho' I'm not a Chriſtian, I ſhould think it very 


Or if I was a judge, or a juftice of the peace, 


Or ſuppoſe I was in 1 the ſcheme I would 


( % ) 


great lin, 
When a 1 comes xcroſs me if I would not take 
Im in. 


Wann pick pack, &, 


or ſuppoſe I do the buſineſs of a Dodtor or a prieſt, 
And in want of my aſſiſtances a poor man ſent for 
me; 
As in doing of my duty I would myſelf at leaſt, 
If I fpy a good fat piece of pork, and he could give 
no fee 
He may think I would refuſe it, bleſs my foul he is 
miſtaken, 
1 could ſell it, if not eat it, fo that would * ſave his 


bacon, 
With my pick pack, &a 


Whenever proſecutors bring a thief before the bench, 

It they ſwear upon the book till they all was black i in 
_ 9 

Loet the priſoner uſe good arguments 2 fig for evi- 

dence: | 

But if the rogue was pennyleſs, my work I would go Y 

through, 7 

As my 8 would not let me rob the gallows of Crc 

its due. 7 


With my pick pack, &c. 


propoſe, 
So ſure as I'm a mou and my name is s Mordecai ; ; 
Wou'd 


5 


83 


1 5 


gh boys to ſell my yes 


'd be like the I little plou 
n there's monies in 


and noes 
or 1 ne er ſticks "for trifles whe 


the way : 
4 ſtand out, wher 


1 before 1 woul 
by Gd 1d ſell my⸗ 


the pelf, 
devil was the purchaſer, p) 


ſelf. 
N a 9 my ew” pry 


e there's plenty of 


. peer pa 
h was * ocean, 
— 5 our 1 
He was my ha and abſenc e my fate. 
ambs . BY 


Yet the | : 
Tun tf the meads p layings = | 
wild flow'rs on the precipice brink : 


SONG; 
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. | Sing by dg. race 


WII. wade ſuit and plantive ditey, 
I call the tender mind to pity, 


My friends are gone, my heart is beating, 


And chilling poverty's my lot, 
From paſling ſtrangers aid entreating, 
I wander thus alone, forgot: | 
Believe my woes, my want's diſtreſſing, 


And heav'n reward you with its bleſſing. | 


Here 8 tales of love and maids forſaken, 
Of battles fought and captives taken: 
The jovial tar ſo boldly ſailing, | 
Or caſt upon ſome deſert ſhore ; 
The hapleſs*bridehis toſs bewailing, 
And fearing neer to ſee him more: 
Relieve my woes, my want 's diſtreffing. 


| And _ n reward you with its * | 
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TRE MUSICAL GOD- 
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but love with my heart, 


Cecilia performs on the ſame» | = 
And echo each number repeats. _ 5 
S | Each xaptuTre 1 &c. 


( * } 
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40:00 
WAS 1 RIGHT, OR WAS I NOT, 


Sung at the Apollo Gardens. 


ASI right or was J not, 

Tell me girls, and tell me true; 
You I mean who've huſbands got, 

Was I wrong to do ſo too? 
Ne—]'m ſure to die a maid 

Ne'er was meant to be my lot 
Hymen call'd and I obey'd, 

Was I right or was I not? 


When the youth that pleas'd my mind. 
Told his love in language ſweet, 
Could I fee him fond and kind 
Sigh and languiſh at my feet? 
No, no, no, it was in vain, | 
 Frowns and threats were quite forgot ; 
Soon. at church I eas'd his pain, 
Was I right or was I not? 


This 1 know, a fingle life 
Never was defign 'd for me: 
No, no, no, tis nought but ſtrife, 
That you ſurely will agree: 
Girls get married—that's your plan 
Cupid will aſſiſt the plot: 
Then, like me, ſecure your man 
Was I right or was I not? 


— 
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S ON G. 


Miss IN HER TRENS, 


TIT, a tit, they call me yet, 
And Mifs do this and Miſs do that; 
Then there's Mamma ſhe can't forget 
"That fooliſh way, my cheeks to pat: 
My doll I us'd to fondle fo, | 
But girls like me it much demeans:. 
Beſides, Fd have my mother know 


' I'm not a child tho' in my teens. 


Where'er I go 'tis, pray take care, 
Be home in time, and don't ſtay late: 
Pray, dear Mamma, your caution ſpare, 
F'll ne'er be teaz'd at ſuch a rate: 
No, no, I cannot bear it long; 
And, gad, if nothing intervenes, 
(Tho' you perhaps may deem it wrong) 
Fl fly to Edward in my teens. 


He ſays I'm not a bit too young, 
And truly I believe I'm not; 
Then there's ſuch magic in his tongue, 

Il ſure could give him all Igot: 1 | 
And when I ſay I'll be his wife,. _ if 

He talks of ſuch enchanting ſcenes, | „ 
That day, good-by, to Miſs for life, 1 3 
ITm then a woman in my teens. | 


— 


2 6 * 
8 O N 6. 
Sing by Mrs. Bland. | 


ITTLE thinks the townſman's wife, 
While at home ſhe tarries, | 
What muſt be the laſs's life 
bo a ſoldier marries; . b 
Nor with weary marching ſpent, | ll 
Dancing now before the tent— _ 5 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 
With her jolly foldier. 


In the camp at night ſhe lies, 
Wind and weather ſcorning, 
Only griev'd her love muſt riſe, 5 
And quit her in the morning: 5 = 
But the doubtful ſkirmiſh done, | 
Blithe ſhe ſings at ſetting ſun : 


Should the Captain of her dear, 
Uſe his vain endeavour, 
(Whiſp'ring nonſenſe in her ear} 
Two fond hearts to'ſever: 
At his paſſion ſhe will ſcoff, 
Laughing thus ſhe'll put him off, 


( , 
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SON 6G. 
LOVELY SUE, 


Sing at Vauxhall, 


The howling tempeſt blew; 

Yet dread of ſeeing ther no more, 
Was all the fear I knew: 

Tho' out of fight, ne'er out of mind, 
Thy ſailor always true, 

Regarded more than waves or wind, 
The ſighs of lovely Sue. 


But when we met the haughty foe, 
And bullets round us flew : 
- With double ftrength I gave cach blow, 
IT 0o merit thee, my Sue: 
Tho out of fight ne er out of mind, 
My heart till fonder grew, 
In fancy's glaſs to lovers kind, 
500M on thee e 5 


þ » + 
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| "HE main with darkneſs mantle o'er, 
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5 9 MN 6. 
CORPORAL CASEY. 


ung in the Siege of Calais. 


. I was at home I was merry and friſky, 


My dad kept a pig and my mother ſold whiſky; 


My uncle was rich, but would never be only, 


Till I was enliſted by Corporal Caſey : 


Och, rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey, 


My dear little Shelah I thought would run crazy, 


When I trug d away with tough Corporal Caſey. 


I march'd from Kilkenny, and as I was thinking 
On Shelah, my heart in my boſom was ſinking ; 
But ſoon I was forc'd to look freſh as a daiſey, 
For fear of a drubbing from Corporal Caſey : 
Och, rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey, 
The devil go with him; I ne'er cou'd be lazy, 


He ſtuck in my ſkirts fo, ould Corporal Caſey. 


We went into battle, I took the blows fairly 

That fell on my pate, but they bother'd me rarely ; 
And who ſhould the firſt be that dropt 7 Why, an't 
| . pleaſe ye, : . . 
It was my good friend, honeſt Corporal Caſey. 
Och, rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey, 


Thinks I you are quiet and I ſhall be eaſy, | 
So eight years I've tought without Corporal Caſey. 


GRAND 


0). 


RAND CHORUS» 5 


ENGLISH. | 


Rear our Engliſh banner high, 
In token proud of victory, 
Where'er our god of battle rides 3 
Loud ſounds the trumP of fame, 
Where'er the Engliſh warrior Tides, 
May laurel'd conqueſt grace is C 
| FRENCH» 


. Yet on the vitor's heart let truth engraves HED 
That heav'n-born Mercy © becornes the drave. 
| | ENGLISH» 


Rear, rear the Engliſh banner highs 
In token proud of victory» 


u EIT 


Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


MY ZELICA NOW» 
MBLE, to think that TY ſoldier's ſo bold, 
To ſee with What danger he gets all his gold: | 
p out-the cold, | | 


Yet, danger all overs "twill kee 
And we ſhall be warm when We Ic married · 


For 


ca) 


For riches, tis true that I covet them not, 

_ Unleſs tis to better my dear ſoldier's lot, 

And he ſhall be maſter of all I have got, 
The very rſt moment we're married. 


My heart, how it beats ! but to look to the day, 
In church, when my father will give me away; 
But that I ſhall laugh at, I've heard many lays 

5 day or two after we're married. b = 


| GRAND CHORUS, A | 


Bea, ſound 3 in ſolemn ſtrains and low, 
Dully beat the muffled drum, 
Bid the hollow trumpet blow, 8 IN 
In dreaded. tones, clear, firm, and low, | 
For, ſee the Patriot hero come. 855 
Peace to their noble ſouls, their bodies die, 
Their fame ſhall flouriſh long i in memory: | 
Recorded ſtill in- future years, - | 
Green in a nation's gratitude and tears. 
Peace to the heroes, peace, who yield their blood, 
And periſh nobly for their country's good. 


* 
* 


DUET, 
Sung by Mr, Banniſter and Mrs. Bland. 
"MRS. BLAND. 


o TY you to battle march away, 
And leave me here complaining? 
I'm ſure twould break my heart to ſtay, , 
When you we're ** * 


q 211). 


I 
i 


Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon, . 
Cou'd never quit her rover; 
Ah, non, non, non, 
| Pauvre Madelon | 
Would go with you all the world over.. 


MR. BANNISTER, 


| Cheer, cheer, my love, you ſhall not grieve, | 
A A ſoldier true you'll find me; | 
I ſhou'd not have the heart to leave 
My little girl behind me: 
Ah, non, non, non, | 
Pauvre Madelon 
Should never quit her rover: 
non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon | 
Shall go with me all the world over. 


MR. BANNISTER. 


And can you to the battle go, 
To woman's fear a ſtranger 5 


_ BLAND, 


No fear my breaſt will ever hand. 

But when my love's in danger: 

Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 

Fears only for her rover; 
Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 

Will go with you * ** world over. 


* 


BOTH, © 


54 


Then let the world jog as it will, 
Let hollow friends forſake us: | 10 
We hoth ſhall be as happy ſtill 'D i | 
As war and love can make us; ET OT 
Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon, 
Shall never quit her rover; 
Ah, non, non, non, 
| Pauvre Madelon 
= Shall go with me all the world over. 


s 0 N- 6. 


Sung by Mr. Wilſon. 


M comrades ſo famiſh'd and queer, 
i Hear the drums how they jolily beat; 
They fill our french hearts with good cheer, 
Altho' we have nothing to eat. Re 
| Ne _ Rub a dub. 


CHORUS OF SOLDIERS, T2” 


Nothing toeat—rub a dub, 
Rub a dub—we have nothing to tat, 
Then, hark to the merry ton'd fife, 
To hear it will make a man younger; 
6 I tell you, my lads, this is life, 5 
3 For any one dying with hunger. 


Toot a toot. 


= 098 ) 
CHORYS OM SOLDIERS, 2 


Dying with 1 — a toot, : 
Toot a toot— we are dying with 1 

The foe to inſpire you to beat, 

Only liſt to the trumpet, ſo ſhrill, 

Till the enemy's kill'd we can't eat, 

Do the job, you " eat all you kill. 

8 Ran ta tani 

ö | CHORUS. | 


we'll eat all we 'kill—ran ta * 
Ts ava ta tan — we a eat all we kill, 


8 $5451 


s 0 N 6. 


bl abr. 


CEFUL flumb'ring on the c ocean, 
Seamen fear no danger nigh; 
| The winds and wayes in gentle motion, 
Sooth them with their lullaby : 
Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby lullaby, 


Sooth chem with their lullaby. 
Is the ** tempeſtuous blowing? 88 
Still no danger they deſcry; _ ry 
The guileleſs heart its boon beſiowing, _ 
Sooth them with its e 4 2 
15 Lullaby, &c, 


SONG 


2 
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— 
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s O N 6... 
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THE corraagn. 8 bauer. Art 


d 4 Vounkall. a 


a A H! tell me, ye ſwains, have you ſeen my Paſtora? | 


O ſay, os you met the iweet nymph on your 
way 
Tranſcendent as Venus and blythe as Aurdra, * 
From Neptune's bed riſing; to hail the new day: 
Forlorn do I wander and long time have ſought her, 
The faireſt, the rarcſt—for ever my theme; 
A goddeſs in form tho” à cottager's daughter, 
That dwells on the e Aln's winding ſtream. 


Tho lordlings ſo gay. and ang ſquires have * 
her, | 
5 link her fair hand in the conjugal <hainz - 
Devoid of ambition the cottager' s daughter 


Convinc'd them their Hatt'ry and offers were vain: , 


When firſt I beheld her I fondly beſought her, 
My heart did her homage, and love was my theme; 
She vow'd to be mine, the ſweet cottager's daughter, 
That dwells on the borders of Aln's windin 0 ſtream. 


Then why this alone does ſhe leave: me to jangu uiſh ? 

Paſtora to ſplendor.cou'd ne'er yield her band; 

Ah, no, ſhe returns to remove my fond anguiſh, 
O'er her heart love and truth retain the Summand; 2 

The wealth of Golconda could never have bought her, 
For love, truth, and conſtancy ſtill is her theme; 

Then give me, Kod Hymen, the cottager's daughter, 
That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding ſtream, 


. 


s G N 6. 
2 
DDZOOKERS! to night, at the Pt. of the fair, 


How the girls, full of Lee, will come titt* ring | 
along 


Ah, Robin by. el t will ſurely be . ba 


| Have his ſhare of the joke and be uf, ge 
er 3 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, I long to 90, 935 
Such ſqueaking then - - good lack a daiſy! | 
Smiling, joking, killing, . 8 
gigghng lo, _ 2114 
Ouer ſtile, 3 „ 
1 | Y 
How the ſmugglin ing d dogs. will 1 ee em, 
To confe 
| More or leſs Sn 
'Zounds1'll try if I can pleaſe 'em, © 


More charming to I than the bloſſoms of May, 
In their holiday trim are the wenches.all clad ; 
For at eve they. be always ſo friſky and gay, 
Jo be one among em I always am mad. 
_ = ha, ha, &c. 
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4 "HE Britiſh Seaman's manly breaſt 
Of all mankind the friend profeſt, 


le He ſprings on board, | . 
Enough to have her danger known; | . 


Wide as her ſwelling fails appear, | 1 1 


775 hu ; 
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1 Can never with baſe paſſion glow ; 


But of his Country's deadly foe : 
' Rouz'd at the word, 


With glory fir'd, 1 | 3 
Like one inf] ir' d, YO | 1 
He makes the ſacred cauſe his own. ö 1 


Her might is felt, is known her fame; . 
And diſtant foes at once revere 1 


And tremble at the ſeaman's name. 12 
Rouz d at the word, xe. 


